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b Sam/ I<.eyes

he \\'\IS able to only remember, after
those long nights of replenishing the
inkjet printer and petting the cat and
wiping the tables and reading the newspapers,
how, \vhen she had fir st learned to play the
piano, there was this sensation of leaving, as
if, here, no\v, the \vocld \vas no longer and
there \vere raspberries and rabbits, frolicking
on sand dunes or verdant hills in a
~lesopotamia on a fara,vay world not unlike
what Venus m1ghc have been if its beauty continued past the swirling gases on its surface; in
these thoughts she would drift; they changed,
of course; but in i\1ozart or Prokofiev or
Scriabin she \Vas losr, never to return. And so
she \vould play and let things fade; she no
longer practiced-the old songs would just
come over and over; son1etiiues she would
forget or skip, or play an F sharp in the wrong
place; very often, in fact; she \Vould pause and
think ho\v nice a day it must be in Bavaria and
then continue, for music no longer mattered
to her. \~e thinking this she would sip her
Earl Gray or chocohue milk and munch on
Carr's crackers; she would remember the
shoes drying on the porch and the
Camembert that had to be picked up; one
must have an ordered household; one must,
she thought, have an ordered househo ld.
Ir was unfortunate, of course, that she
hadn't a real instrument. Air was sufficient, or
just neural impulses \vhen space disa!Jo,ved:
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the children didn't care; they played their
games; Mike didn't care; he didn't care about
much of anything except pol roasts and dissertations; the cat was much better than her
mother had been (that mangy vermin, who,
afte r refusi ng for 7 years straight to use the litter box, had go ne and birthed 7 more of her
kind; definitely, the father \Vas a decent fello\v), and she \vasn't about to interfere with
her mistress's musical career; w the contrary,
occasional meo\vs engendered incredible
rhythm, attention co style, further distraction
from reality. Anien, she \vould say, to a cat
that knows irs place. Anien again, she might
think, for the children \vho never bothered
her \vith un\vanted problems (for most of the
problems, she might think, \Vere such a pleasure; she lived for the 1noments when her son
would complain about school and she wou ld
be able to tell him that his father had a Ph.D.,
and he \Vas perfectly smart and that it would
be fine for him to flunk out of math because
of the \vonders of specialization and the
modern dissolution of the Renaissance J\[an;
and then ~'like \X'Ould come in and say that he
really did need to do \veU in math and that
perhaps it \X•as history or English that he
should flun k out of because they did11't really
matter an}'\vay; and then she would agree and
say that this \Vas why one got Ph.D.'s in these
areas, because they \vere so useless; then they
\VOuld together confer upon him the virruc of
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pears and she always \Vould be, and no matter
useless things and he \vould be utterly confused and go back to play video games and
\Vhat he said \Vhen she said chis that was
al\vays \Vhat she meant and \vhat everyone else
she '\Vould go back to playing her piano; his
\vould think; no matter, no matter; someho\v
sister \vas no better or \VOrse, only, being 13,
she was sure that something in the universe
she \vas inclined to ask about boys, and \vas
always frustrated
\Vould re1nain constant;
Yes, she vomited, and she
when her mother
chocolate, for example; or
her mother's inruition contold her that men
immediately started playing
cerning n1en).
were bores and
the piano. What were they
And there was the
won1en were even
worse; a properly
doing to these children? What door still. She really didn't
\vant to answer it. She had
ordered household). were they doing to them?
\Vatched too many movies
Amen, finally, for What new indoctrination was
the talent of using
about people ans\vering
this, making Eeyore happy?
tricolon crescens,
doors. She had read too
anaphora, Spanish,
rnany books about people
French, Latin, preterition, metaphoi:, love,
ans,vering doors (there \Vas no telling how
hate, poetry, the ablative absolute.
many hours over her lifetime she had spent
Oh but her \vonderful rendition of
thinking about the subject). Yesterday she had
Rachmaninoff's Rhapsocfy 011 a Tht111e. of Paganini thought of \Vriting a story about someone
\Vas interrupted by the knock at the door. She answering a door. My goodness, she thought,
and here is this person at the door and who
\vishcd that it could be ignored. Ignoring it,
she supposed, \VOuld place her in the category
knows how long he's been waiting.
And just as she had decided to scold the
of a rather annoying group of people; she
visitor for knocking on her door and probably
could also run the opposite direction, of
course; this would make her a felon (the shout waking up her cat, she opened the door to
in the street, so to speak, as her husband
find noc:hing but a note on the doorstep and a
\vould drone to he.t about interpeJlation and
glimpse of a perfectly uniforined boy scout
other such nonsense-why oh \vhy could the
\Valking a few doors do\vn selling popcorn
man not simply read his Joyce or \Xloolf or
(she had already ordered th.rec boxes from her
nephe\v two \veeks ago).
Cilgav1esh and be done with it; she ahvays
rejoiced in reading Auden and Stevens until he
She placed the note in her pocket \vithout
started explaining to her the wonders of
reading it and proceeded to the ki tchen.
Elizabeth ·was standing there, reading the mail.
deconstruction and she found herself caught
in a sort of collapsing room between the
She (Anna, that is, for her name could no
forces of meaning and the forces of Chaos:
longer be denied; not in the presence of her
daughter) caught her in the co.r ner of her eye,
she remembered the tales of Hesiod that
Mike, before he was enlightened, would recite;
and it ruined her concentration.
ho\v Chaos had birthed Night and Earth, or
"Mother, what are you doing?" There
Heaven and Earth, or something such \vith
\Vas scorn in her voice. ot terrjble, but cerwonderful cosmological significance; Mike,
tainly not especially kind. lt was a tone that
had been synthesized from the remainders of
certainly, would thro\v aside th is \vhole image;
the difference was the source of the meaning,
English still being taught to her in school, the
he would say, not the meaning itself; but she
conversations she had on the telephone with
would retort that she had always been fond of
her exceptionall)' stupid friends and the chat-
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ter that came on the television at 1 a.m. when
There, she thought, the>"ve done iL
she would usually turn it on just for the sake
What? She questioned. \'<'hat had they just
of rebellion (she knew, of course, that nothdone. Oh yes, they had just \valked through
ing came oo at I a.m., nothing at all; they didthe room in silence, not seeing each other,
n't ha,1e cable, and the major networks were
each peering over his respective remote confull of either paid advertisements or reprisals
trol, banana, textbook.
of past specials on the life of the pear in aboThe note burned a hole i11 hc;r pocket; it
riginal Australia or the reason that the
sinelled like burning fruit. How pleasant, she
Hungarians took so long to get to Europe).
murmured, and reached for it: "Call 423-5588
"I don't kno\v," said Anna. She \vaited.
if you'd like to order some delicious popcorn.
Two seconds. " Do T ever?" Three seconds.
Thanks! Mickey Stanford, BSJ\ Troop 218."
"\Vl\at are you doing?" she asked.
lf(f, She thought. And here she \VaS
"Oh nothing, just reading the mail" A
expecting some sort of fantastic Jetter from
little relieved, perhaps, recognizing her rudethe Queen of Sheba, who, having found herness. "There's a letter from Aunt Michelle. lt
self captured in a guarded tower in the midst
looks like one of her usual copied yearly letof the Sahara, found no better idea than to
ters. l don't know \vhy she doesn't send them
entrust a small letter explaining her situation
out at Christmas like everyone else."
to an unfortunately scrawny rat, who, having
"ThrO\V it out."
died during his trek across the sands, \Vas dis"Whar? Oh come on, Mom, it's not that
covered 14 hours later by a brilliant S\viss
bad. What wou ld you think if it \vas your letphysicist named Claude, whose nephC\v was at
tee? I'll read it if you don't."
the time in need of a Kleenex. 'fhe nephe,v,
"\'Qhy would you \vant to read it? Her
though, upon finding that his Kleenc.x \vaS
leners are the same every year. She has a doc- actually a note, decided to not use it after all
ument on her computer in which she simply
and rather use it to cover his bald scalp from
replaces names."
the sun; having returned to his summer home
"Oh that's awful" She let loose a sort of
in Paris after the desert hike, he accidentally
moan expressing her maternal angst and
let his head-cover drop into a fruit basket he
walked o ut and immediately smiled when she
\vas sending to his mistress in America, who,
realized that her favorite television program
upon discovering it in her fruit basket,
would come on that night and she had nothdumped him immediately and left it to blo\v
ing in the \VOrld to be
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ in the wind until it
upset about because her
mother was perfectly
right anywa)'·
Anna slumped. She

A marvelous little black roller
ball, lovingly crafted in Taiwan
by cheap labor, lovingly glued
together by inhuman mechanisms, lovi·ngly placed on the
shelf at Wal-Mart.

'valked around the room
slumped over, her head
slightly bending fonvard,
almost, but not quite, like
a turtle. She caught herself and straightened. She prepared for \vhat
\Vas about co come. Any moment now her
entire family \Vould \Valk in through different
doors, not S3)' anything, and then walk out.

arrived at Anna's
doorstep, lusting for
readership.
Blast, she

thought. Becher.
She had completely
forgotten her
nephew's 5-year-old
\Xlinnie the Pooh
birthday fete. She 'valked outside to her vehicle, but was not even remotely startled when
she found herself lifted up into the air and
away over the rooftops. \'<'hile she \vaS flying
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she thought about nothing but the reasons
grinding lenses for cheaper glass companies or
that Lancome had switched models; she was
developing vitamin marketing solutions and
never very happy with them anyway, and
then scampering off to Indonesia to learn that
much preferred to go plain ("You have a pret- it didn't matter who became president but that
ty face, my dear; don't let's be a savage and
someone, oh yes, someone, must consider the
effects of reading too much Joyce.
paint it"), but at this moment she ignored her
"Oh who wants to help Eeyore pin his
great aunt's advice and reached into her pocket to find the exactly perfect shade of blush.
tail back on?"
Ah, she said. Ah.
"I do, I do."
And she found herself on the ground in
"Me, me."
front of her sister's house. What a dump.
Anna found herself struck by the repetition. Oh, ghastly day, when everything was
What a charm. She knocked, four times.
One, l:\vo, three, Aha! \Xlhere have you been
repeated twice. Everything repeated twice.
my darling sister I've been just dying to see
Ho,v \vould she handle it?
you today (never mind that \Ve married a
"Yes, Yes."
wealthy contact lens salesman who had very
o one had noticed her, because she had
remained perfectly still. A nice smile littered
large oil reserves in Asia and since then have
completely disassociated ourselves from you
her face. She had not said a word since enterand your house; it is
ing the estate, and now
a piry, is it not, that It was an absurd name, they all Eeyore was looking at her.
our mansion is not thought, but S O were dandeEeyore looked a\vay. He
closer to your
lions and antifungal creams .
must have known that her
shack) and Ford has
smile was not genuine,
missed you I am sure and certainly your
must have seen the vomit on the floor, known
the rears she had cried, felt the agony implicit
always delightful presents but you muse be
cold standing our there, come in, come in,
in her cheekbones at a Milnian loss of innocence.
come in, come in-too many, she was sure\Ve already have cut the cake, and here's
Oh, but the party \Vas over. Thank you
Eeyore-she was quite sure, oh
everyone, thank you Aunt Anna for the gift.
"Hello kids, I am very sad, haha, haha."
I'll use it every day.
Anna vomited immediately.
She had given him a pen, \Vith his name
(Oh dear, oh dear)
on it. Her sister had looked at her funny and
Yes, she vomited, and she immediately
she had said simply, "Ford \Vil! one day \Vin a
Pulitzer." Of course, no one really believed
started playing the piano. What \vere they
she was clairvoyant, including herself, but she
doing to these children? \'V'hac \Vere they
wasn't going to let that ruin her perfect gift.
doing to them? What new indoctrination was
tl1is, making Eeyore happy? \Vhat ne\v indocAnd 'vhat a gift it had been! A marvelous lictrination? What indeed? Where-the
tie black roller ball, lovingly crafted in Tai\van
by cheap labor, lovingly glued together by
Revolutionary etude-would they learnbanged quietly in the background-about
inhwnan mechanisms, lovingly placed on the
gloomy things-Poles dying-and the glory- shelf at \'(/al-Mart. She \vas in a state of
da, da da, da-da-of being blue that one
ecstasy \vhen she presented the pen to the
could only discover after having spent several
clerk at the fancy store in the mall and asked
to have it engraved. He had refused, and she
years speaking in Russian and playing music
had just as eagerly given the pen to her son,
(both of which one would not kno\v) or
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who meticulously \vocked at it 'vith hls pocketknife so that it said "Ford de Michel." ll
\\':IS an absurd name, they all thought, but so
were dandelions and ancifungal creams.
"l 'm going to go back to my place, very
boggy and sad," s he commented as she
\valked out. She heard someone say that shc:
probably \vas exci ted by today's surge in the
stock market ("They mus t have loads invested
in plastics," she said). But they did not, and
she 'vas not.
or \WS she excited by anything
anymore.
othing at all. Absolutely nothing.
She refused to be excited.
Oh! \Vas that the Sunday Tillles she sa\v
lying in the street? She immediately picked it
up and poured through it until she found the
stock repon. Oh but to day 'vas 1.fooday.
D rat fate, drat the indices, drat Ovaltine and
whatever that ghastly substance \vas o ut of
which they made pantyhose.
She walked home.

ike was home, as he should have
been.
" \Ve ll that \v<!S a bore."
"\Vhy did you go?"
"Because s he's my sister."
'"''res, an d . . . hmm."
Their minds were remarkably in tune, and
they suddenly disgusted each other. lt was
absolute ly fi lthy, the realizatio n. Such intonation only happens every once in a \vhile, and,
\\•bile it only cook a moment on a normal dny
to realize that each ·was human (the dropping
of a grapefruit, rhe missing of a button, the
running over of a squirrel), the moment, for
that was all ir \\'llS, was so startling that she fel l
headfirst on the g round and he, having fallen
back against the refrigerator, \\•as obliged to
pick her up.
"Terribly so rry, d ear."
"Oh yes, sorry."
"\Vell, 1 guess \ve uh, hmm."

"Yes ... \vell that wasn't very pleasant."
'' o."
" I'd almost rather go back co that party."
"Oh d o n't say that, dear. I 'U make us
some tea."
"Oh i\lli.ke, don't, d on't. lt's really nothing, nothing at all."
" Yo u don't suppose," "You don't su ppose,"
she said.
he said.
"Oh, really I do, you "Oh, reall y 1 do, you
might say," he said.
might say," she said.
"Look, '"hy don't \Ve "Look, \Vh)• don't we
ask the kids? They're ask the kids? They're
bound to have some- bound to have something to say about it," thing co say about it,''
she said.
he said.
"Why did you look at "Wh y did you look at
me like that?"
inc Li.kc that?"
"Because you're
"Because you're
incredibly gorgeous
incredibly gorgeous
rodav"
,.
toua~
·' "
"1\s are you."
"As arc you."
" I'm sorry; I just did- "I'm sorry; 1 just didn't realize that you
n't realize that you
were so, so, I don't
\Vere so, so, I don't
kno\v, o ld. It seems as know, old. le seems as
if your b rain's so old if your b rain's so old
it's lost control of
it's lose control o f
itself and is getting
itself and is getting
crap alJ over the place. crap all over rhc place.
That's \vhat d isgusted 1' hat's \vhat disgusted
me.''
me.''
''You know, I could
"You kno\v, 1 could
say the same about
say the same about
you. \Vell I should,
you. \X'ell l should,
no\v that I chink of
nO\V that I think of

.II."

it.tJ

"D o you think it's
bad?"
" J don't kno,v, I don't
kno \v. Perhaps \Ve
s hould \Vear diapers
for our brains. D o
you think?"
"\'\'hat would the

"D o you think it's
bad?"
" I don't kno\v, I don't
kno\v. Pe rha ps we
should wear diapers
for ou r brains. D o
you think?"
"\Xfhat v.:ould the
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neighbors think."
neighbors think."
"Last thing I'd think "Last thing I'd think
about."
about."
"It worries me.
"It \VOrries me.
Sometimes I really do Sometimes I really do
think that the world
think that the world
has fallen asleep, and has fallen asleep, and
here \Ve are just left
here we are just left
here."
here."
"Perhaps we are," said "Perhaps we are;• said
he.
she.
"Oh no'v don't
start that again;' she demanded.
"\'{Iha t?"
"That blibbedy blibed about our
unkno,vledge and the lack of logic or reason."
"You're the ooe who suggested it."
"What?"
"You just said it, 'Perhaps \ve are.' You're
the one admitting the possibility of our unreality here."
''I ... no.''
"Hmm, yes, and?"
She \vas probing his depths, those cerulean
depths, searching for something that \vould
come shooting out and dancing around his
irises: "I love you." Oh but it was not that.
It was already there, plain as day, tattooed in
the white of his left eye, just visible to a discerning soul or nose, \vhat was more important, 'vhat was more important, she said. Oh
but she did not know. What was it?
.He was searching in each of those
Glastonbury-green, hazy orbs, Palantirs of
wisdom, cairns of majesty hidden in the lush
highlands of her face; he wanted these verdant sibyls to speak to him, sniff the perfume
of oracular acumen and say "this is it" or
"hark" and he \Vould be done with it. He
\Vould know. And in a \Vhisper the grasses
parted to reveal love but it was inevitable and
infinitely insufficient.
In consummate frustration their lips
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embraced. They knew then suddenly that
they would be able to tell one another noth.
mg.
And it was evening, and it was morning.
The first day.

t was Thursday, and he had not done his
paper. It was Thursday, he thought.
Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh. Ah, the night. The
computer. There was a page, there were two,
there were three, and a third, and ten, and
then here a quote there a quote everywhere a
fry and soft drink.
He sat. (In the background: "Maggie
was looking for you yesterday, where were
you." "Oh yeah, I know, I \vas avoiding her."
"Sure, Duke, but what about Maggie, don't
you care about her.") He pondered some
more. He should have accepted the invitation
to lunch. Should have. Wendy's didn't \vork,
especially when one had to write a paper.
He left and drove to a small park situated
in between some houses in one of the old
neighborhoods at the center of town. He
grabbed his laptop and scurried out to sit at
one of the picnic tables. He found it littered
with sand and bird droppings. It was quaint,
though.
He noticed a girl, high-school age, sitting
on one of the benches reading and smoking
pot. This must be her hangout, he thought.
Kind of lonely, but nice. Before he sat down
he ambled over to see what she was reading.
Before he said anything she launched into
an elaborate defense on the practice of smoking marijuana; there \Vere no harms, she said,
no harms at all; she had worked for years
against the evils of tobacco, but she had never
found anything \Vrong 'vith marijuana; in fact,
'vith her current parental persecution, it 'vas
the only thing that made her feel even remotely decent; really, she said, it was perfect.
He didn't say anything in reply, and she
continued reading. I-le didn't know if she

would listen or not, but he asked her anyway
him. He desperately grasped at the air in
front of him, searching for a B flat, an f
what she \Vas reading. And she replied, "Oh,
Tolkien; it's for my literarure class."
shai:p minor chord, anything, anything to take
his mind off the harsh realities that \Vere conHe walked away, stunned. Why had he
forgotten? But he must have forgotten, he
tinually bashing him in the head, which
swayed back and forth fron1 blow after blo\v,
must have. Ir was like a mist rising out of the
\Vooded glade at the back of the park that
one wrencbjng grip and plunge after another
slo\vly sucked itself up his nostrils and into
into a bath of cold, cold, icy s\varrning seas of
his cranial cavity \Vhere it expanded and
dolphins and salt-infested sea snails and trees
and elves(! As if the dream was nor enough
became an amazing reminiscence; what, he
thought, could he have been thinking. \Vhat,
that the girl had suddenly infused him with;
indeed. And finally he remembe red:
her smoking was irrelevant; students today; oh
0 E!bereth! Gi!thoniel!
but had he forgotten, had he tru ly forgotten?)
!!Ve .rti!I re1JJe111ber, JJJe who dwell
and light of the 1nost varying colors that upon
In this for fond beneath the trees,
seeing them in reality he \vould have been
forced to in11nediately cover his eyes and ears
T'f!J starlight 011 the LIVestern Seas
Oh and he felt like ice, like ice. The
for fear of exposure to a divine essence not
numbness started on the tip of his nose and
meant for man.
spread almost instantaneously to the hairs on
His laptop's LCD shattered on the
his toes; he would have cracked if it had not
ground as the girl accidentally bumped it on
been a sunny day, had it not started to immeher way out. She didn't notice. He ignored it.
diately melt in the face of competition. He
Irrelevant. Irrelevant.
turned to his laptop. It "vas sitting happily,
ready to crank o ut another argument on the
value of this or that, the devalue of this or
She sensed his desperation from across
tO\vn. Or she thou&>ht that she did. But in a
that, the incomprehensibility of language, the
moment she convinced herself that it must
stupidity of rruth.
He stifled the urge to vomit. Anna had
surely be over or he would have appeared by
told him about her experience at her sister's.
now. She screamed.
He was not that sick, not that sick. He hoped
On the kitchen table \Vas the largest
that his computer died.
.
.
cobra that she had
He would eulogize it \veil, She was probing his depths,
ever seen; not that
but it would not deserve it. those cerulean depths, search- she had ever seen
Not at all.
ing for something that would one. They weren't
He reached out his
especially common
hands and felt air.
come shooting out and <lane- in the \Xlestern
hemisphere.
Nothing but air! Oh the ing around his irises: "I love
torment! And he thought,
"Don't look at
ou."
is this the way T end, feel- Y
me like that," it said.
ing nothing but air. Can l nor taste, feel, see,
"Like what?"
hear, speak, smell anything bur air, he thought.
"I don't kno,v. I'm not going to bite you.
0 muse, he pleaded, raise 1ne fron1 the grass.
I've been de-fanged. 1 could try kill you anyway, l suppose, but )'Ou needn't make a
But no one ans\vered, and he realized that
there \vas no muse, and the God that his parscene."
ents had once trusted in was not kno\vn to
"Oh, of course." She \vas calm no\v. In
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I Scott Ol!11stead
the back of her mind something told her that
the entire encounter was out of place, but th is
was pushed further back as she considered the
realities in front of her.
"No,v, I kno'v that you're an excellent
musician."
"\XleU ..." she began. She stopped.
" Of course you are. I've listened. So has
anyone else who has half a mind. Your husband doesn't, I suppose."
"Not really."
"Amazing that you can be so close and
not, but that's none of my business."
"I should say not..."
"But to the point."
"Yes."
"Oh, well it seems I've rather forgotten."
There \vas an extremely heavy moment.
She started to look into the serpent's eyes, but
stopped herself. She had indeed read too
many books.
"Good day, then," she blurted out.
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"Good day. Sorry to bother you." He
then slithered out of the room and out the
front door. She didn't see ho\v he opened the
front door, but he \vent out. She \Vatched out
the window as he slithered across the lawn
and then down the street. As he passed he
seemed to notice her eyes and turned up his
head and wiggled his hind portions .in a sort
of impromptu serpentine farewell gesture.
She did the same; that is, she tried, and
tripped.
Her son walked in.
"Hello, Mickey."
''Hey.''
"Are you hungry?"
"Yes."
"Why don't you have one of these granola bars; that should hold you over tiU supper."
She smiled and stroked his head. But had
she been to the grocery store. She had nor.
Oh but she had not. She tore our after a brief

yelp of \Vhere she was going. She wouldn't
er, from one bag to the next, chopping this,
have normally left them alone, but it \Vas desdicing that, killing this, tasting that, smoothing, skimming, smashing, beating, stirring. It
perate. Mike should be home soon anyway.
Without thinking, in the car, she placed
\Vas masterful, and though she had never
cooked before in her life (that had been part
her hands on the piano. The car drove itself.
She played some Debussy preludes. They
of the agreement, she remembered no\v iodistinctly; you cook, I'll wash; there) except when
were calming. She needed calm, she thought;
when the car reached its destination she
she was three and her motl1er asked her to cut
stopped playing and put the car in park; she
cookies and realized that she had no sense, no
walked inside; \vhat would she need; she did
sense at all for gasttononlical aesthetics, she
not kno\v; she had forgotten her list; had she
felt relieved, amazingly satisfied, as if suddenly
n1ade a list, she asked herself she had not, or
her \Vork (whatever it was) \vas worth it, oh
had she; oh oh these matters of propriety; she yes worth it e\rery little bit: she \vas tridid not kno,v; she simply did not know. She
tunphant, Galadriel in all her glory, her splenhad been distracted. There was no explanador revealed to the lo,vly halflings watching
tion any more than there was the fact that
her, light shining in every di.i:ection: she spun
here she bought some tomatoes, here she
in her pool a masterful image, a vision in
Every time she had sat down
which unheard of
bought some decongescant pills, here she bought
.
.
,
crums existed and
some pita. Then it
the cat had started fe1gn1ng
only the truly
encountered her: the
death or the children had start- enlightened could
r:ieat, the meat. It \Vas sit- ed getting the flu or the news- partake, a vision that
ang, glistening; ruby red
•
startled her so sudlike a diamond or a glispaper delivery boy would call denly that she
tening troll's eye,
and ask to be paid.
dropped three
spoons and a half
sparkling, glistening. ring,
ring, ring like a jingly bell and its glint that
head of lettuce right in her lap as she fell to
makes a sound more than the anime chime
sit on the floor.
\Vhy \vas everything so o btuse? Why so
with a sparkle of metal and chop, chop, chop
here were some pork chops and she now had
enigmatic? Why must she do these things,
onions and some peppers, but no, no, not at
\vhy, why? Why hide from her fanilly on the
all: C\vO, three: infinitely rush do\vn the aisle
floor? There, she said, I'll do it. I'll tell them.
and bang, click, whir, bing, swish, (Ah! We're
And she said, What I've just seen: I have just
waiting for Godot. Ah!) yes, no, on\vard.
seen the only real portrait of the Lady of
She drove home with her own hands and
Shallot. But she slu1nped, her head bent forfound that dinner had surprisingly not cooked
ward, her eyes searching the kitchen tiles for
itself in her absence, and her family was \Vaitdirt; she had failed. It \Vas a lie. It was not
ing. Mjke volunteered to cook, but she
what she sa' v at aU. She was sure of it.
refused, continued to be flustered. \Xfhy would
Mickey clucked and said that he was very
he, she asked herself? Where was it? Ah, and impressed. Elizabeth agreed. They started [O
she found t11e boards and the pans and the
gather the dishes and prepare them for the
knives and the dishes. It \Vas miraculous, simmeal.
ply miraculous. Her husband and her <laugh1'like reached down his hand and stroked
ter and her son stood and si.111ply stared as her her ear, \vhich \vas sticking out just so from
hands moved deftly from one plate to anothher unruly hair in the \vake of a national dis-
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aster. She almost smiled. What bad been her
vision, she asked herself, \vhat. It was nothing
unusual. Too much. Very much too much.
She had started making visions out of everything. \~y did she have to behave so) \~at
was the point in having revelations in the middle of supper?
Mike did smile, then, and his hand smiled
also as it touched hers and tugged it back up
to sea level.
And it was evening, and it \Vas morning.
The second day.

aturday was remarkably uneventful.
The exterminator had come to kill the
roaches, termites, fleas and ants. The
dog had been taken to the vet to get sprayed
for fleas. Anna assumed that it \Vas August
21st. Mike was not sure; he had calculated
that perhaps it \Vas the 22nd. They sat on the
back porch. Looking for four-leaf clovers.
"Really I've never been able to find
then1."
"You know that's because you've been
looking for them too much."
"Yes I'm sure that's it."
They were taking on a more definite narrative structure.
\'V'ell supposedly the pyramid doesn't
'York always, Anna thought, but she had
found that in herself there existed always a
huge number of climaxes, turning points, rising and falling action; she knew her husband
\Vas the same \vay. They had decided that dialogue was in the end the best solution to all
their troubles. Dialogue and a bit of background information, like the color of their
hair, their mothers' maiden names, the state of
the atmosphere at the time of their birth.
"So," she said, '\vhat's the latest, if you
can call it that?"
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He didn't say anything. He was looking
at something he thought was a frog. She said,
"Don't worry, it's not a frog." He sighed. She
was very particular. J:-le \Vished suddenly that
he had an enormous piece of spinach in his
front piece that she could point out to him.
He needed to be embarrassed.
"No. Oh, well, I don't kno,v."
"Well you must kno\v son1ething."
"I know that it's not working."
"But not working ho11?." She was leaning
close. Her breath was a heavenly pistachio.
He choked briefly, then laughed. "I .. . "
He thought. "You knO\V that your mother
\viU say things."
"Since \vben ... " she stopped coo. Since
when had anyone been even remotely concerned by anything of the sort, she had meant
to say. But it had occurred to her suddenly
that things had changed. Why point out the
obvious?
"Yes, ah, your hair is a bit messy."
"Why point out the obvious?"
"Exactly." Four seconds. "Non, non, jc
m'excuse. I didn't mean that at all."
It \Vas most certainly time for a new
t\vist. She knew it, and he knew it. Even the
kids \vould have known it had they been reading the signs: the cabinets left open, the beds
left undone, the characters left undeveloped,
the words left unwritten, unsaid, a cucumber
half-chopped, a zucchini half-fried, a cow
half-killed.
Yes, it was quite time, quite time. Not a
ne\V part of the rising action, not at all.
Perhaps a parallel universe. Perhaps a nonparallel universe \vith exactly 387 intersections
with this one. Perhaps a new character.
Her mother arose from the depths of
North Dakota to visit them.
"Oh, mother, I didn't expect you."
"You never do. I told you I was coming
two months ago. You said tllere \vould be
plenty of room."

"And so there is. So there is. Mike will
be delighted to see you, 1'01 sure, as will the
kids. J-{ow long has it been since you've seen
them?"
"Only a year."
"Only a year, humph, that's not too bad,
is it?"

. ,,
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"Ir's good ro see you ~1ike."
"And tlie same for you." tvfike quickly
embraced her. Anna hugged her too, after it
occurred to her that she had not. The cat
scrambled out of their enn1ngled arms.
"Kids! Grandma's here!"
''1\like I hate tliat \VOrd."
"\~at \"\"Ord?"
"Kids. It sounds really srupid. It sounds
like cable television. Oh, Mike, 1nom just
made a comment about T.S. Eliot. Have any
idea where he was really from?"

"Oh, well I suppose you'd better come

"I \vas \VOndering if you \VCTC going to let
me!'
"Oh, ~o ~o, silly me.
I'm sorry, 1r's JUSt. Hmm.
Ho\v did you gee here?"

"I drove. It's really
n~t all tha~ far. Well I
think that 1t should be for
an old lady, but I'm not

Was the stor failing? It had
"He neve~ \vent
.
Y
there, but J think that
had qmte a boost the other day, he \vas a Tahitian ac
really quite a boost. Not exact- heart."
ly a plot twist sh e would say
Mrs. Buford, for
'

'

but it was important; oh yes, it
was quite important.

that old."
"Accually I'm quite
old. I drove anyway. I didn't stop."
"Mother! You could have killed yourself.
See an)rthing interesting along the way?"
"No, no, not at all. Rather boring. I do
remember seeing a hill or two, a fe\v trees,
some grass. A really nice cow which 1 decided
to call Thelma. I don't remember anything
else. I ate chocolate the \vhole rime to scay
awake."
"Ghirardelli?"
" I laha, no. I'n1 not that expensive. I'm
American, anY'vay. I have disposable diapers
and disposable houses, nol disposable
income."
"Ghirardelli is American."
"Yeall right, so is T.S. Eliot."
"Hmm."
Mike came in at that moment, holding
tlie cat, which was struggling in his grip, sinking its claws into his arms and his S\veatcr.
·~na, why doesn't this stupid cat \vant
to be held. N[ost decent animals like to be
petted. I demand that she be sriU and purr.
Oh, hello."

that \vas her name,
found this quite

amusing. She continucd laughing as she
\vent into the kitchen to scare making rhubarb
pies. That was all she ever did when she came
to their house. 'either of the children liked
any berries very much (she thought it was
criminal), and Elizabeth in particular thought
that apples \Vere fattening (she had gotten the
idea from the latest edition of J'vferetrix magazine). No one really knC\v what rhubarb was,
so they didn't mind earing it.
That night they tried very hard to keep
straight faces as Mrs. Bufo rd explained to
them exactly what she had been doing for the
past year. Apparently she had been very produccive. And quite literally; she had started
pare-time employment at some son of
microbe breeding laboratory. All she had ro
do \vaS check the instruments and make sure
chac me lirtle critters were reproducing properly.
And it \Vas evening, and it was tnorning.
The third day.
A few "\Veeks had passed.
oching at all
had happened. The twist had not worked a1
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all. The plot \vas suffocating. Pretty soon it
would lose all hope and plunge itself over the
side of the Grand Canyon.

hey had a family meeting. Everyone
was there: Anna, i'vlike, Elizabeth,
Mickey, Mes Buford.
Anna started, "I \vanted to see \vhat
everyone thought about soinething."
o one said anything.
"WelP" she said.
No one said anything.
"It might help, dear, if you \vere a bit
more enlightening," said her n1other.
"I am not Mc Potato head."
"No, dear, certainly not."
"What she means," cut in Mike, "is that
we haven't the slightest idea \vhat's going on."
Still no one said anything. Or, the kids
didn't say anything. Suddenly tvlike launched
into a cross-examination of i'vlrs Buford about
Russian pronunciation.
"\Xlhat's going on?" asked Anna.
"You're losing it," said Elizabeth.
"It's lost," said tvlickey.
Yes, yes, thought Anna, they are right,
they are ever so right. And she immediately
started playing the piano. She really didn't
know what she was doing. She had been having surreptitious conversations with Mike for
the past year, but she didn't yet kno\v '.vhat
they \vere about. They had such an odd relationship. \'qhat, she thought, was it all about.
Here she was again, here she \vas again, why
\Vas it that when she played Scriabin (and of
course no\v she \Vas playing his most ecstatic
concerto) she had thoughts about everything,
the sort of cheese one eats on Thursday, and
the purpose of her marriage, the purpose of
her kids, the purpose of her having a mother
and having a dead father, the reason that she
couldn't think of the French word for roller
coa.rterwhen she needed too. Oh! Oh! She
felt light as air, as if she were in an airplane
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that \\1as experiencing bumpiness and was
lightly bouncing in her seat, drinking in oxygen like champagne, listening to a haunting
Arvo Part melody that seemed to delve right
into her soul and fill her like a sponge, plunging her again and again into a single line of
arpeggios that stretched all the way from the
end of the universe to her pocket.
She reached in her pocket and discovered
again the note that she had found at the door
1nany many days ago. She looked at her son.
"Are you a boy scout?"
"Yeah."
"Oh. Is th.is yours)"
"Yeah."
'Xlby was she so dense, why was she so
dense.
So that was her last name, after all. So
she had a last name. She looked at her husband and \vhispered, curling her lips ever so
slightly, "Stanford."
"You knew it \Vhen you married me."
"Yes," she spoke. Yes. His eyes suddenly
started gushing with something completely
unlike tears; his irises were full of the truth of
blueberries and iliey knew action and suffering and iliey found suddenly a verdant shore
upon which to throw their waves. In a locked
expression they stared at each other without
blinking. 'fhey blinked, and during the blink
they were transformed to another p lace, one
in which he was riding away on a boat in a
river from a pointed plain on \vhich stood she
in all her radiance, singing
Ai! k:t111ie' /a11111r lasn· s1iri11e11!
Yeni 1i11otin1e ve rtl!11ar aldaron,
yb1i ve lintey1ildar va11ier
1vi oro1nardi lisse-min1vtfreva
A11d1ine·pella Vatdo tel/111nar
r111 l11iniyassen tintilar i eleni
I
tfmal)'Oairetari-lftinen.
And he immediately fell asleep \Viili the
peace of swan feathers on softly dancing
snO\V, opening his eyes again a moment later

to discover her closing:

the clouds shaped like Elvis (which Anna
• amarir! ,\.1ni bin11VJf>i' l/afimar.
insisted were absolucely necessary to ftnd
,\.rai t!Je· himtVJ. 1\.'aman'ff
when one was in such a place), the moclung·
birds, the magnolias, the abandoned churchGolden leaves fell an has rrund as he finalvard O•er the hill
ly opened his eyes; she opened he" too and
•
\~as ir neces~:iry
looked ro again find her S
children and mother suhe really didn't know what
co go on, 1\nna >w':ls
asking her<>elf. She
ring jusr as they were one sh e was doing. She had been
momcnc before.
having surreptitious conversa- did nor quite kno\\-~
She might ha1·e asked
'').[o, no, 1\nna, dar- .
'th Mik
ling, my only love, do not ttons Wl
e for the past
~like. She did not.
Ehzaberh \VOuld not
leave!" He \vaS desper- year, but she didn't yet know
care. 1-ler mother had
are. He \vas holding her what they were about.

•

shoulders and repeatedly
- - - - - - - - - - already returned to
kissing her face. I le \Vas completely losing his
orth D akota (quite some time ago, actually).
ability to know anything nt all about the wo dd, \Vas the story failing? It had hnd quite a
he had already lost touch conipletely with
boost the other day, really quire a boost. No t
symbolisni and allego ry and rheo ry and
exacrJ y a plo t twist, she wou ld say, but it was
semantics; he could no longer rend Joyce witli
important; oh yes, it was quit-e important
any understanding, there was only th is lone
''.Are you cold?" she asked Mike.
radiant face rhat mattered 1norc than anrtJung
"No, \vhy would I be?"
in the \Vorld.
"Just \vondering."
"I thought it \\'l\S you who was leaving,"
"I think it's hot," said Elizabeth.
she said. She -w-as relie\•ed, but she did not
"Shut up," said l\1ickey, \vho had gone off
know if she should show it. She decided that
to chase a squirrel up a tree.
she should, and she opened up her icy hands
All these dialogues had dnven her cra7.y.
and placed chem tn hi<>, drawing heat from
They were all too vague. E\'er}thing is too
them.
,·ague, she thought, ,,.hen one calks. \\"hat
~!rs. Buford had gone back to make
does one talk about, after all? Ir could be
more rhubarb pies. ~IJckC) and Elizabeth had
al\\.oays the weather, or al\\-'ll}'S the town, or
conrinued ro sit, but each was considenng \\'h}' al\\-ays the relacionship. \\"hac were these
on earth Planck's consranc \1ras really impor·
things. ~Iy stars, she thought, ,,.hat am I
rant, and furthermore \1•hat they would be
doing here?
She stood up and \\-alkcd over to the old
doing comorro\v.
And ic \vas evening, and it was morning.
church}.oard that was pare of the abandoned
The fourth da)'.
to\vn. She \11alked straight co the oldest grave
she could find: "Nlarybcll Smith, 1832- 1880."
"Who's that?" asked Mike. He had followed her. Of course, of cou rse. It \v:IS
arurday the twenry-rhird of N!ay. ' l'hcy
inevitable. It always was. It \Vas necessary for
too k a road trip do\vn the Na tchez
the action, so that there could be more dia·
'fracc ro so1ne dcse rred ro\vn. 'fhey
logue. Ahvays, ahvays.
were having a picnic. o one wns very much
''I refuse," she said.
liking it, but everyone was conrcn1 10 sit on
the grass and look at various th1ngi;: the sun,

''What?''

"Your proposal, of course" she said. I le
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stopped for a minute.
"Eh?" He really didn't want to think
about this much longer. It \vas making him
nervous. She \vas continually making him
nervous. \Vas this a surprise, it was not. He
did not kno\v. What? "What?"
"I'm sorry, I \vas only re1nembering."
"But what?"
"\Xfhen you asked me to marry you."
"Is that what you wished you said:>"
"Oh, no no no. I thought that's \Vhat I
did say. But it didn't come out. I heard something else instead. I didn't mind, I guess."
''.Aha," he said. \Vhy \vas she telling him
this? Dare he ask?
"Don't ask," she said. "I don't know
either."
t had been quite a long while since she
had played the piano for any extended
length of time. Every t:Une she had sat
down, the cat had started feigning death or
the children had started getting the flu or the
newspaper delivery boy would call and ask to
be paid.
And here she \Vas, playing something, out
of nowhere. She hadn't any idea what she
was playing. No one could hear it but her. It
\Vasn't Bach, it \vasn't 1'1ozart; it \vasn't
Debussy or Ravel, Muczynski or
Rachmaninoff, Prokofieff or Copland. It was
she, and where it had come from she still did
not kno\v. But she played on.
Play on, p lay on, said Mike from the next
room, though he could not hear a note.
And it \Vas morning, and it was evening,
the fifth day.
Things were dying do\vn. Ir had already
happened. What. No one kne\v.
Mike was neck-deep in nothingness, and
it was frightfully annoying to him. He went in
to his office every morning and called home
immediately to confirm that the world was
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still spinning. Sometimes Anna \vas hesitant:
"I'm not sure. Why don't you as k
Socrates."
"My God, \voman! What do you know?"
"Oh come on dear, it can't be that bad."
They were spinning their story quite regulacly no\v. They did not really know \Vhere it
was going, but they were anticipating its ending. They needed the rest. They needed it
badly.
Wednesday he arrived ro find no one
home. He panicked. Where are they? Where
have they been, will they be, are they being,
were they, had been.
He fell asleep. It was something, he did
not know what, the sixth day.

unday the third of May, t\vo years later,
his fa1nily suddenly reappeared in the
living room. They woke him.
"You fell asleep, didn't you?"
"I th.ink so." He noticed his beard.
"Rather \Vinklish if I do say so myself,"
said Anna.
She was excited that she had no perception of time. Neither did he. He only
noticed, as did she, next to his chair, on the
floor, a rock, stupid and gray, holding its head
up and exuding the most exuberant song he
had ever heard. He did not kno\v what to
make of it. The kids disappeared (into the
back of the house), and they stood listening
to the rock.
It was a melody that both had heard and
not heard before. It \Vas almost entirely
imperceptible. Did they really hear it? Where
were they? She began to wonder, have '\Ve
died? And he said simply, no, probably not.
He '\Vas beginning to wonder. He was thinking too, of \vhat he did not know. Was he
Prufrock after all? Of course not, of course
not, she said.

Williams poem or a Piirt solo, and then sudThe song was melting their ears and thc:ir
senses into platinum so that they drooped
denly it imploded, creating something central
to\vards it to listen; they
and dazzling that
could hear nothing, they He only noticed, as did she,
could not be undercould hear everything:
next to his chair, on the floor, a stood: the green pasan F, she thought? A G? rock, stupid and gray, holding tures of Valimar, halls
A C dominant seventh?
of kings, heavenly
its head up and exuding the
mountains peaked
An H? He asked. She
laughed.
most exuberant song he had
with blue diamonds ...
Neither of them
ever heard.
Perhaps they listened
could contain their
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - alone. They did not
smiles. They were determined. \Xlas it possiknow. But they listened. As they played the
ble? They did not know. It was the seventh
cock became quieter, as if contemplating. In a
fe,v minutes it died out altogether, and sat
day. How long did they have?
there, like any other o ld rock.
Looking down, shyly, she played the first
note. He foUo...vcd, crossing his right hand
over hers. It started soft, like an echo, gradually growing to be a full melody, each playing
hey had stolen its tune.
his or her part. At first it ...vas m.inimal, like a

[Lini,miscic Notes)
Title: "The Music of the Humans", like ''.Ainulindale;" Quenj•a
1

Fro1n Galadriel's paning song: "Ah! Like gold fall the leaves in the \vind, long years numberless as the
wings of trees! The long years have passed like swift draughts of the sweet mead in lofty halls be)'Ond the
\Vest beneath the blue vaults of Varda wherein the stars tremble in the song of her voice, holy and queen-

ly."
2

''Farewell! Maybe thou shalt find Valimar. Maybe even thou shalt find it. Farewell!"
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Then the the111es of lltivalar shall be p!qyed aright, and
take Being'1'11lfe r110111e!IL 'Ii t!Mr uttefance far all shall
the11 111ulers t.
f if . I 11 r>i · . rt, and each
shall k1101v c co1J1prehbi.si 1 of eac'h 1d I!tl11atar shall
give to thei
secret)ire, being //Jell pleased.
- Ainulindale
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